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On the DEATH of the late 


Mr. CHARLES CHURCHILL, 


we ” 
— 


ATE ſpoke the word---that inſtant C It fled 
To ſhades below, and mingl'd with the dead. 
So ſhipwreck'd ſeamen, beat away from ſhore, 
Sink in the ſurges, and are ſeen no more. 


Strait ev'ry viſage was with Horror fraught, 
And the moſt thoughtleſs gavt a ſcope to thought 
Pride, ſtrange to tell! no longer wore her ſack, 
And Diſſipation too appear'd in black * 
Juſtice pronounc'd his future doom ſevere, 
While Candour felt a more than uſual fear I 
Dulneſi herſelf alarm'd, refus'd to fleep ; 
And titt'ring Mirth began aloud to weep. 


d 


His Foes, who thought him, from his very birth, 
A fiend of darknefs, ſent to walk the earth, 


And 


"By FR. 
And favour all he could ſome helliſh plan; 
A man in form, deſign'd to worry man; 
Rebellion's friend to loyalty a ſoc; 
And curs'd him often, cauſe they thought him fo ; 
Now gave it out (life's journey having run, 
And not a ſingle errand lett undone), 
That he, deſcending to th' infernal plains, 
Where light nc'er comes, where darkneſs ever reigns, 
Receiv'd what thanks the furics could beſtow, 
And rode in 1 through the realms below. 


lis Friends, 8 d with more than common care, 
Aſſay d to hope, but could not, for Deſpair ! 
Deplor'd him breathleſs now among the dead, 
And in a world of anguiſh ſhook their head, 
As if they thought, to reſcue him from death, 
A ſecond Saviour muſt reſign his breath! 
All wiſh'd he never had appcar d on earth; 
All curs d the hour that gave the infant birth; 
Wiſh'd Fate had ſtruck him ere he left the SY 
And of his mother's body form'd his tomb ! 


The ſeather d tribe, who, form'd on nature's plan, 
At once a leſion and reproof to man, 
From morn to eve in harmleſs paſtime play, 


Serene though chearful, innocent though gay ; 
3 | Who, : 
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Who, ſoon as waking Pharbur deigns to riſe, 
Till darkneſs, awful darkneſs, veils the ſkies, 
In Muſick's ſcience all their pow'rs employ, 
As i. they felt a paradiſe of joy; 

Still hymning forth the glory of that King, 
Who tun'd their notes, and taught them what to fing ; 
His praife with joy and harmony declare, 
And live the grand muſicians of the air; 
Oer C------11,'s grave, in wild diſorder flew, 
Nor charm'd the ear as birds are wont to do; 
Refus'd to ſing at all, or ſang but flow, 
And beat the air in plaintive ſtrains of woe ; 
An emblem ſure of what he feels below. 


'Twas when dull lumber preſſes down the eyes, 
And Nox had caſt her mantle o'er the ſkies ; 
When none were wakeful but the ſons of woe; 
The waves forbid to roar, the winds to blow; 
When half the earth in mourning-dreſs appear d, 
And not a pulſe that beat, but might be heard ; 
That, ſhock'd at C------11.'s death, I ſtrove to reſt; 
And baniſh ev'ry terror from my breaſt ; 
When ſleep (that hiding nature from our view, *© 
With all our ſenſes drowns our ſorrows too; 
Aﬀords the ſinking ſpirits kind relief, 
And makes the mourner to forget his grief ; 
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Wipes for a while away each falling tear, 
And from the ſearſul burics ev'ry fear) 
By flow degrees o'er all my body ſtole, 


And laid it ſtill ; --- but could not ſtill my ſoul. 


For lo! methought Confuſion took her round, 
And thunder-bolts on thunder ſhook the ground ; 

Impetuous round the hemiſphere they roll, 

And frighten all things, and diſſolve the pole! * 

The earth, the helvens retreat; and nature nods 

As if war's banner wav'd among the gods ! 

Anon the fires in quick ſucceſſion fly ; 

And for my canopy, a blazing ſky. 

As if from heav'n, the heav'nly engineers 

Were firing all their cannon gainſt the ſpheres ; 

Fierce raging winds from ev'ry quarter blow; 

And Holus himſelf, now nature's foe, 

Pervades the world with more than uſual ſpeed, 

And levels mountains, as I would a weed ! 

Neptune, methought, high-ſcated on his car, 

Thrice ſhook his trident, and declared for war ; 

The mighty ocean ſtraight began to roar ; 

And the rough waters daſh againſt the ſhore, 


* Pole for Poles, by Enallage. So Virgil: 


Uterumgue armato milite complent, i, c. armatis militibu;. 


hs 
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As if, by more than common fury burl'd, 


They meant again to overflow the world | 
Mad beyond bounds, away the ſurges ſweep, 
And darkneſs broods again upon the deep | 
The ſrighted ſeamen void of motion ſtood, 
Death in their ſhip; and death pofſeſs'd the flood; 
Aghaſt they ſhrick for aid ; the raging main 
Now bears them to the ſkics, now beats them down again [ 
Nature, methought, reſus d a while to yield 
The flow'ry mead, the grove, the verdant field ; 
And threatn'd never to return with ſpring 3 
The bees refuſed to hum, the birds to ſing ; 
The ſun, to chaſe the gath'ring clouds away; 
The lambs forgot to bleat, the lamb-kins play; 
The tuneful nymph and ſhepherd diſappeat d, 
And the hoarſe raven only could be/heard ; 
Horror began unmantled to appear; 
Mirth hang the head, and Innocence to fear ; 

Nature, forlorn, was ſtripp'd of all her prime; 
And hoary Winter came before his time | 


Hence (if refleQion ever may be bold 


To judge of Nature, by what we behold; . 
If ought from Reaſon's volume may be known, 
And meaning, not confin'd to words alone ; 


e 
If earth and heav'n can ſorrow, or rejoĩce; 
If Nature has, as ſure ſhe muſt, a voice; 
This ſtrange confuſion muſt at leaſt portend 
A gen ral grief at C------LL's hapleſs end! 


But (and no doubt they may) ſhould theſe things ſeem = 
Light as the air, and empty as a dream; 
Since poets, ſpite of judgment, ſometimes will 
Deſcribe great wonders, greater wonders till ; 
Yet to the ſons of Britain, 'tis well known, 
That, from the dunghill to the royal throne ; 
From him at whoſe command whole nations bow; 
Who holds the ſceptre, to who holds the plough ; 
Pale grief was feen to couch on ev'ry eyc; 
When, quite unfit to live, unfit to dic, 
The bard, without one ſpark of virtue fir d, 
To earth and heav'n a foe, a foe cxpir d! 


The Sons of Law (by gracious heav'n deſign'd 
To guard her rights, and thoſe of all mankind ; 
To wipe from injur'd virtue ev'ry tear, 
And damp their hearts alone, who ought to fear | ; 
Belov'd by all, unleſs a lawleſs few, 
That, damn'd themſelves, would damn their country too) 


Deep mourn'd, when C------LL (ſorc'd to loſe his breath!) 


Expir'd a victim to the rage of death ! 


(mn 1 
Yet mourn'd, as Judges ought, and hung the head, 
Not that he dy'd, but dy'd upon a bed! 
That ſuch a man, who dar d through lite defy 
The pow'rs of carth, and thoſe who rule the ſky ; 
That ſcorn'd of man or God to ſtand in awe ; 
And, than his pailions, own'd no other law ; 
Should not by Juice, for the public good, 
Breath forth his laſt bencath the fatal wood; 
Pois'd 'tween the carth and ſkies, defign'd to ſhow 
How worthleſs there go live, or here below ; 
No ſolemn pomp, his funeral to deck ; 
Nor ought, unleſs a rope, about his neck ; 
Since moſt diſorders * that infeſt mankind 
Weigh'd but with his, are virtucs well refin'd | 


The Clergy, who, upon religion's plan, 
As grand embaſſadors from God to man, 
Perſuade apoſtate mortals, if they wou'd 
Be ever happy, to be ever good ; 
Above the vanities of time to riſe, 
And form on carth alliance with the ſkies ; 
Deny the joys of ſenſe, nor let their foul 
E'er halve with earth, while heay” n demands the whole, 


That lo, victorious over ev ry ſtriſe, 
Death may be made an entrance into life ; 


„ Thoſ of a moral nature. 
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And man exult, defying all his fears, 

Should dire deſttuction rend the mighty ſpheres ! 
The Clergy, who (no more be known the ſhame, 
That C ti ore that venerable name!) 

Had often warn'd him, not with heav'n to play, 
Nor laugh at God, nor paint Damnation gay; 

Nor dare, with impious ridicule, to give 

Thoſe truths to men, himſelf ne'er meant to lire; 
Leſt heav'n, 'incens'd at ſuch a monſtrous crime, 
Should haſten Judgment on him 'fore the time ; 
Wept at the thought, that though they ſtrove to gain 
His car to wiſdom's call, they ſtrove in vain ! 
(For, like as oil, from yon ſmooth marble ſtone, 
Glides from the ſurface, ſoon as on it thrown, 

So from his baſe impenetrable mind , 

Each virtue fell, nor left a print behind 1) 

Afraid he had not, ſo perverſe he trod, 

Nor with the church, or made his peace with God ! 


The ſcornſul Atheiſt, who diſdains to own 
That awful King, by whom he lives alone; 
Nor courts his ſceptre, or reveres his rod; 
Though cv'ry atom ſpeaks the God! that God 
Whoſe food he eats, for he our food beſtows ; 3 


Whoſe ground he treads, whole very air he blows 1 | 
"2 That 


Cr] 
That ſuffers not the Sun's meridian light ; 


Nor dancing Moon, pale empreſs of the night, 


Malignant evils o'er his life to ſpread, 
And in a moment ſtrike his comforts dead ; 
Who, though he ſeems ſo bravely to rebel, | 
Yet, while he laughs, turns pale at heav'n and hell ! 
And cannot (though he would) refuſe to hear 
What reaſon draws from thoſe things that appear ; 
Unleſs, like ſome, fo inſolently bold 
He ſhuts his eyclids rather than behold ; 
Or though percciving, with a ſaucy ſneer, 
What nature ſpeaks aloud, diſdains to heat; 
The ſcornful Atheiſts, when fate ſtruck the blow, 
And ſentenc'd C------11, to the ſhades below, 
As generous ſoldiers, their commander lain, 
Were ſcen to weep, and join the mournful train | 
Reſolv'd henceforth to harbour no relief, 
And welcome thoſe alone who welcom'd Grief ! 
No wonder ; for in him they loſt a friend, 
Who, firm in life, kept firm unto the end; 
Who, to promote the laugh among a few, 
Made angels weep, and made.them tremble too ! 
View'd as fanatic ev'ry thought of grace ; 
And dar d to ſtare damnation face to face * ! 


- Duellift 
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Each honeſt, manly ſentiment controul, 
And pleaſe his humor, though he loſt his ſoul ! 
Dar'd, with uncommon fury, from his birth, 
Wage war with heav'n, to make a friend on earth; 
And brave the thunders of that mighty God, 
Who rules the vaſt of nature by a nod! 


Who, in an inſtant, can his friends remove, 


From ſhades below, to thoſe bleſs'd ſhades above, 


Where fin and ſorrow vex their ſouls no more, 


But ſeas of bliſs roll on without a ſhore ; 
Or drive his focs, unworthy of the ſkics, 
To where the pris'ner dying, never dies; 
To where, dread ſcene | burn everlaſting fires, 


And the dread worm of conſcience ne'er expires | 


At Heav'n he laugh'd, at Hell diſdain'd to fear; 
And, Conſcience threat ning, ſcorn'd her threats tx to hear. 


Rebellion's foals "IR in their very. birth, 
Were form'd the greateſt curſes of the earth ; 
The moſt ſucceſsful meſſengers of woe, 
Deſtruction ſtalking whereſoe'cr they go; 
Revenge appearing where'er they appear, | 
Death in their van, while Hel! brings up the rear ! 
Deſign'd the rights of freedom to controul, 


And ſpread the flames of Di/cord round the pole! 
: = „„ 


1 
Who, while they favor Freedom's cauſe in words, 
Had rather far ſalute her with their ſwords ; 
And only wait the ſeaſonable hour: 
But, thanks to heav'n ! their will exceeds their pow'r ! 
Who, with more caſe to undermine our laws, 
Each private feud account the public cauſe, 
And ſtrive cach day, as if they ſtrove for life, 
Firſt to create, and then continue ſtrife ; 
That with a greater ſpeed they may purſue _ 
The King's deſtruction, and the People's too ; 
And cv'ry ſon of Liberty inflave) 
Now wept their champion, bury d in the grave | 


When civil Diſcord hovers round a ſtate ; 

When ſtern Rebellion ſtalks among the great ; 
When Mars, and all his furies, take their round ; 
When death-lin'd cannon ſweeps along the ground ; 
When King and ſubject, form'd by heav'n as one, 
Are by each other bent to be undone ; 
When where kind Plenty long her thouſands fed, 
Pale, meagre Famine rears his ghaſtly head, 

And blaſts cach plant with more than uſual ſpeed, 
Nor leaves whereon a ſingle fly may feed “; | 
When, where calm Peace her bleſſings us'd to yield, 
There waves the banner, there the bloody ſhicld ; 

* See Churchill's Famine. 
"== WY 
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And martial baude, — nymphs were wont to play, 
Anon retreat, or join the doubtful fray ; | 
And in a moment change the winding flood, 

That late was cryſtal, to a ſca of blood; 

While the ſurvivor, his deceas'd bemoans, 

And in the room of laughter, dying groans! 

When nature's feelings from the ſoul are fled, 

And ev'ry ſentiment of virtue dead; 
Sons beg for mercy from their fires in vain ; 
When hell let looſe, o'er earth aflumes it's reign ; 


To head her troops, to heighten the deſpair, 
No better friend than C------LL need be there! 


Hence trace him through his life, you'll always find, 


When Faclion call'd, he ſcorn'd to ſtay behind 


And, without ceaſing, ſtudy d night and day, 
To know the more, that more he might betray ! 
And ſurely could affirm, as once did Paul, 
That in hard labour he outſtripp'd us all! 

| My muſe deſiſt, nor dare fo low deſcend ; 

What! rank the bleſs'd Apoſtle, with a fiend ! 
When ,tween their tempers, as much diſtance lies 
As Eaſt from Weſt, from this world to the ſkies ! 


The one preach'd theſe as two important things ; 
To God our duty---loyalty to Kings ; - 


The 
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The other, acting on a diff rent ſcore, 
The King fear'd little, and his God no more 
One, though abus'd by all, yet ſtrange to tell! 
Living, and dying, wiſh'd his country well; 
The other, held that very land in ſcorn 
That fed him. from the moment he was born ! 
One, warn'd the people never to reject 
The prieſthood, but to give them due reſpect ; 
Ihe other dar'd, (to ſay the very leaſt!) 
Worſe treat that Biſhop, than I would my beaſt, 
Who in ſound learning, ſenſe, and ev'ry worth, 

Exccls him as the ſun, in light, our carth ! 


Our monthly Critics (who, unaw'd by fear, 
Have long appear'd, and now, thank heaven | appear 
To reſcue ſcience, and her fons, from ſhame ; 

And dare the mighty taſk, to praiſe, and blame ! 

Each cloud of crror labour to diſpel, 

And \each the glorious art of writing well; 

Applaud true genius, or with manly rage 

Expoſe the ſenſeleſs in the pompous page ; 

Nor, as their actions witneſs, be leſs free 

To cenſure C------ LL, than to cenſure me); 

Soon as they ſaw this famous writer fall, 

| Scarce wiſh'd to live, or wiſh'd indeed at all; 
Nan 


Appear'd, 


1 
Appear 'd, no wonder, more chin uſual fad, 
And were next kin to melancholy mad ; 
Behold, oblig'd to give their writing o'er, 
Henceforth they beg for bread, from door to fade * 
Glad to partake the very coareſt fare. 
Thrice happy for them, could they feed on ale? 
In vain henceforth, you uſe the poignant pen, 
To judge their writings, though you ſpare the men ; 
In vain aſſign, without the leaſt reſpect, 
Where beauties flouriſh, and where lurks defect; 
Or read, as perfect judges, works of wit, 
With the ſame ſpirit as their author writ ; “ 
In vain you give to cach his proper name, 
Applaud a Milton, or a Lauder blame; 
And ftrive, at once, our errors to diſcloſe, 
Defend the friends of genius, ſhame her foes ; 
Your criticiſms now no good afford ; 
No; though ſound Judgment diftates ev'ry word; 
Though you ſhould merit to her foc prefer; 
Nor reaſon ſuffer once your pen to err : 
C —— I deceas'd ! and ſhall we hope to find 
An author worthy notice left behind ? 
When he alone poſſeſs d the poet's fire, 


Sure He expiring, Wiſdom muſt expire | 


* 


Without 
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Without his genius, you are all undone, 
Since he fed thouſands, where the world fed one. + 


But oh ! when fate the awful ſignal gave, 
When C It, hapleſs victim of the grave, 
Forſook the realms, the bliſsful realms of light, 
And rov'd forlorn, where broods unending night ! 
Where, to augment the horror of the ſhades, 
Grim darkneſs ſtalking, fo be felt, pervades ;—— 
And livid flames, tremendous ſcene to view | 
Spread light enough, to /ce the darkneſs too 
IVilkes how ſevere, how wzighty thy deſpair ! 
Too great for mere mortality to bear ; 

Yet rais'd, and rais'd to an immenſe degree, 
Though high as heav'n, not high enough for thee. 


How oft, for thee, has C------LL's genius ſtrove 
| To dreſs pale Emvy in the garb of Love 
For thee, how oft his daring, poignant pen 


Excus'd the worſt, and blam'd the beſt of men! 
(Hence, without bluſhing, dar'd he once to paint 


Good Warburton a knave, yourſelf a faint ;) 
Pretending Peace, ſpread Treaſon all the while, 
And painted ſtern Rebellion, with a ſmile ; 

+ The idea borrow'd from Gotham, 


How 
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How oft, when you yourſelf began to fear, 
Leſt as they arc, your actions ſhould appear, 
And, dreading one ſtep farther to advance, 


For refuge haſted to the walls of France, 


Has he unweary'd to thy ſuccour fled, 


And, dying, ſtrove to raiſe thee from the dead | 
Firmly reſolv' d, in ſpite of all controul, 


To fave thy body, though he damn'd his foul ! 


Be then, henceforth, thy ſole companion Care, 


And, ſtead of C LL, welcome grim Deſpair / 


As ſoon might worms the univerſe controul, 
And ſpan the diſtance twixt the pole and pole; 
As ſoon the rapid current ccaſe to flow, 

And in a tempeſt, ev'ry wind to blow; 

The noon-day ſun diveſt itſelf of heat, 1 
And while we breathe, our pulſes ccaſe to beat ; 
As ſoon from fens might vapours ceaſe to riſe, 
Or angels weep, when baniſh'd from the ſkies ; 
The fav'rite ſeraph ceaſe his God to praiſe; 
And, all the globe on fire, forbear to blaze ; 
The tender father (dead to cv'ry joy), 

In his lov'd offspring, all himſelf deſtroy ; 

The mother, deaf to all his dying groans, 
The babe ſhe doats on daſh againſt the ſtones ; 


t 1 
Or I, to wham was ſent, by graciqus'heay'ny | 
As fond a parent, fure, as could be giv 'n; 
Who in my feelings loves her own td join, 
Laughs when I laugh, and pours het tears with mine ; 
And would, but heav'ti ſothid it e er be done ! 
Deny herſelf, to gratify her ſon; 
And whom to ſave from harm a ſingle day, 
Had I the globe, the globe I'd fling away ; 
Then, with a ſhout deſcending in the grave, 
Gladly reſign for her that life ſhe gave | 
Or I, when, all my forrows to compleat, 
Death leaves my mother lifeleſs-i6 the ſheet, 
 Untouch'd, with ev'ry ſign of joy appear, 
Nor once complain, nor ſhed a ſingle tear ! 
As W--xss, for C--——LL now teceas'd, forbear 
To welcome Grief, to welcome dire Deſpair / 
W--kes, while with tears the breathleſs corpſe you view, 
* Judgment make you tremble too | 


The ſacred Nine (who fan'the poet's fre, 
And teach him how to ftrike the awful lyre ; 
To raiſe our laughter, to command our tears, 
To make us tremble,” or depreſs'our fears ; 
Fierce anger to forget his rage a while ; 
The jocund weep, the melancholy ſmile ; | 

| D | Make 


1 
Make new thingy old, the aid appear ar new, 
Truth be diſcarded, Fi%ow held as true; 
The fearful laugh, deſcending in the grave, 
And at their very ſhadow, damp the brave; 
Diſſolve the ſoul, that late was hard as ſtrel ; 
And who nc'er felt before, now make to feel ['): 
Alone were ſcen, as uſual, to appear; 
; Nor once complain'd, nor dropp'd a fingle- tear; 
Nor ſtrove the ſtruggling bard from death to fare, 
| Or reſpite him one moment from the grave:: : 
For from his very birth, on folly's plan, 
He ſham d the mule, and was the ſhame: of man 


%% 
- 


So fares the bard; who, to the world: a curſe, 
Converted good to bad, the bad to worſe; 
Who claiming right with others to diſpenſe 
The laws of virtue, liberty, and ſenſe, 
Diſdain'd himſelf to practiſe What he gave, 
And, pleading freedom, was the greateſt ſlave! 
Though ruling others, ſcorn'd himſelf to rule; 
Though blaming folly, yet remain d the fool ! 
Faulty the man, who (reaſon quite forgot) 
| Injures a friend, he means to injure not: 
| But tenfold more the man, who dares combine 
To wound his country's honor with deſign | 
3 | FR Thus 
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Thus fares the (bard, who, by kind nature hleſi d 
With wit and judgment more than all the reſt ; 
(Gifts, that the donor firſt of all deſigu d 

To cheriſh virtue, and cnorich mankind ) ; 

Perverſcly ſtrove thoſe bleſſings to employ, 

Not to preſerve his country, but deſtroy! / 

And (urg'd by phrenſy) with a furious hand, 
Regardleſs of himſelf, to blaſt the land 


So Phebus once, at Phacton's deſwe, 
Deſcending from the chariot of the fare ; 
The daring youth aſcends in open view : 
In haſte he whips the ftecds, in baſte they flew | 
Shouting, away he drove: th impetuous guide 
Soon with hiniſelf, alarm'd the world beſide, | 
And o'er the globe deſtruction would have ſpread, 
Had not Jeve's thunder ſtruck the hero dead | 
He dies] but, thanks to heav'n | whoſe-conſtant care 
Preſides o'er earth, o'er ſeas, o'er ſkies, oer air 
Tuev ſtill ſurvive, who ſcorn the impious thing, 

To harm the ſubject, or deſert their King. 


Go on, ye friends of Britain and in ſpite 
Of Factions brood, be bold to urge the right: 
While freedom aſks your aid, with juſt diſdain 
Deſpiſe their wrath ; for all their wrath is vain |! 
5 D 2 : Thus, 
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Thus, in old time, did they your fires purſue ; 
| Your fires ſuſtain'd the charge, and fo muſt you: 
They ſtood the charge, diſdaining once to fly 2 . 
While all their actions ee their foes the lee! 
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* * Let? 


Jo view the foe of Brivaln as our ſoc; abr. 
To ſave our Sov'reign, and his land, from woe ; 
To venture all we have at froedom's call, 

And rather fall ourſelves, than ſee her fall ; 


To act according as her wants require, 


And raiſe her up, when ready to expire; 

To ſtem Rebellion's ſtream, and turn thoſe woes, 

That ſcem to threaten freedom, on her foes ; 

To guard the throne ; to brand that man with ume, 
Who ſor a King would only have the name; 

And uſe him as the infant does his toy, 

Praiſe him this moment, and the next deſtroy; 


To dare (when Faction, got to ſuch an height, 


Perſuades the world that all ſhe ſays is right;) 

Maintain the crown, our liberties, and laws; 

And for their ſakes, live ſtrangers to applauſe; 

Is nothing leſs, methinks, than when we riſe 

From ſordid earth, to emulate the ſkies. | 

Who dares through life, thus honeſtly proceed, 

Or rich, or poor, that man is great indeed ! 

* Such 
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such ſouls can Britain boaſt! who, than behald 


Their country's Freedom to vile Fation fold, 


Their Sov'reign injur'd by a lawleſs band, 
Deſign d to ſpread deſtruction through the land, 
Had: ſooner her expiring moments ſce, 

Cruſh'd in the ruins, ſo they dy'd but free ! 

This ſpirit rais'd the noble Grandby's fame, 

And, ſpite of C------11, Grandy's ſtill the ſame! 
Shall he, who (yet unaw'd by any ſtorm, 

When Slaughter in his moſt dous form 
Rang'd through the field, nor t a ſoul to ſave!) 
Laugh d midſt the cannon, and defy'd the grave 
Whoſe very name, the foe could never hear 
But their moſt daring ſoldiers, aw'd by fear, 
Refus'd to join, or faintly join'd the fray, 

No pow'r to ſtand, nor yet to run away 

Who, unappall'd, midſt ev'ry horror ſtood, 

The ſame encamp'd, as navel-deep in blood! 
Who from his country drove away the ſtorms, 
And fac'd Defiruftion in her various forms | 
Unaw'd by cannon, ſlaughter, fire, and ſword ! 
Shall he be vanquiſh'd by a ſingle word? 

Shall he the ſweets of Loyalty forego, 

_ Cauſe Sys treach'rous C------11,, bids him ſo? ® 


„ Cc. I Indepengence. 


As 
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As if the man, who, ſingularly brave, 
Proves loyal to his King, muſt be a ſlave! 
Freedom denies that Granby ever can; | 
And all deny the ſame, who know the man ! 


Go on, ye ſons of Britain / and in ſpite 
Of Factions brood, be bold to urge the right! 
Your focs are our's, ſo long as ye agree 
To keep your country, as ye found it, free ! 
For You, and Freedom's cauſe, we'll riſque our all ; 
Or with you ſtand, or nobly with you fall ! 


Dare but be bold, to favour Britain's cauſe, 
To guard her peace, our libertics, and laws; 
To render Freedom more and more ſecure ; 

To keep our glorious Toleration ſure ; 
Nor make, what nature never made, a fault, 
For honeſt men to reaſon, as they ought ; 


80 heav'n ſhall bleſs your ſchemes, and turn thoſe woes 


That C011 juſtly felt, on all your focs ! 
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